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few scraps of wood detached from the furniture, two
or three lustres belonging to the chandelier and a
few photographs, among which she found only one
of Chevalieij the earliest, showing him standing
against a cloudy background.

She searched for the other two in a little piece
of Boule fuimtuie which adorned the space between
the windows, and on which were some Chinese
lamps Here slumbered lamp-globes of ground
glass, lamp-shades, cut-glass goblets ornamented
with gilt bronze, a match-stand in painted porcelain
flanked by a child sleeping against a drum beside a
dog, books whose bindings were detached, tattered
musical scores, a couple of broken fans, a flute, and
a small heap of carte-de-visite portraits. There she
discovered a second Chevalier, the Don Caesar de
Bazars. The third was not there. She asked herself
in vain where it could have been hidden away,
Fruitlessly she hunted through boxes, bowls, flower-
pot holders, and the music davenport* And while
she was eagerly searching for the portrait, it was
growing in size and distinctness in her imagination,
attaining to a man's stature, was assuming a mock-
ing air and defying her. Her head was on fire,
her feet were like ice, and she could feel terror
creeping into the pit of her stomach. Just as she
was about to give wp the search, about to go and
bury her face in her pillow, she remembered that